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F an the "© = both far and near, 
My eyes did ever ſee, 
There's one I love ſincerely dear, 
Ard truly he loves me : | 
The youth is ever with my heart, 
So kind he is and true. 
For O how l love ſomebody love ſomebody 
I do indeed love ſomebody, . -. 
But will not, dare not, will not, wont tel 
who, But will not, wont tell who 


% 


Whene er a 1 0 1 adviſe, 
Or talk of love a bit, 
{- My mother always chides and cries, 
There's time enough as yet: | 
Bur my dear lad does not think 1 
So kind he is and true. | 
Fo or O how I love ſomebody, &c. 


The ring is bought, and, better ſtill, 
*Tis true, upon my life, 

The priest will make us, ſo he will, 
Next Monday, man and wife, 

O then 1 will be made a bride; 
{peed 1 wiſh. It too: 
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For dearly 1 love ſomebody love ſomebed 720 
Il do indeed love ſomebady 4:7 
But will not, dare not, wil not, wont tel! N 
who, But will not, wont tell who. 4 


The Pr elty Maid milking her e 


1 was on a ſine ſummer's morning. 
As birds ſweetly ſung on each boug 

[ heard a fair maid {weetly ſinging,.- {+_-. ab 
As ſhe fat a milking her cow. _ RAR 


She ſung with a voice ſo melodious, 
That made me ſcarce able to go; 

My heart it was ſmother'd with ſorrow, © 
By the pretty maid milking her cow. 


I courteouſly thus did faluteher, '-- + 4.447 8 
Good-morrow, fair, amorous waid. 
Pa: your captive Have for the eee! . 7 
Kind Sir, do not banter, ſhe ſaid:z;4,” > 


m not fuch a precious jewel, | 
That you could remember me ſo; 
I'm but a plain contry girl, 
Said the pretty maid milking her cow. 
All India can't afford ſuch a jewel, 1 9 1 
| S8o charming a tranſparent fair! 4 
Pray do not add flames to my fuel, 3 
But conſent and love me, my dear. 
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Take x pity, and Nan my deſire, 
And keep me. no longer in woe; 
Dome love me, or elfe VI] expire, 
Tou pretty maid milking your COW. 


I don't underſtand what you mean, Ge: 
Pve ne'er been a ſlave yet to love; 
Such amours 1 feldom experienc'd, 
Therefore your affections remove. 


To marry, then, I can aſſure you, 

3 Is a thing that I can't undergo z 

= Therefore, young man, pray excuſe me,— 
Said the Pretty ma aĩd miſting her cow. 


No young man could excuſe you, 
Or it would be againſt his own will; 
$ $ Toi pen your perfections in beauty, 
| Some volumes I'm fure it would fill, 


I would patiently wait for an anſwer, 
My deſtiny pray let me know ; 


You pretty maid milking your cow.— 


I pray, fir, withdraw, and don't teaſe me, 
PII never conſent unto thee ; 

like to live ſingle and eaſy, _ * 
Til more of this world I do ſee. 


\ Your. conſent till death be the n # 


All 


8 3 
Leſt care it ſhould early mb me, 
Beſide that my fortune is low; 


Until I grow rich III not marry,— 
Said the pretty maid e her cow. 


To ſay you. would wait for a fortune, 
Is a cĩvil way to deny; Ws 

But I have got money and cattle, ., 
Dear love, all your wants to ſupply. 


Delays are attended by dangers, 

And youth it has no ſecond ſprings” 3 
And hkewiſe when beauty is faded, 

It ne'er will return again. 


A fair maid is like a ſhip ſailing, 
She knows not how long ſhe'II ſafe go, 
For in every blaſt ſhe's in . FR” 
You pretty maid milking your cow. 


An old maid is like an old almanack, 
Uſeleſs when onde out of date; | 
If her ware is not ſold in the morning, 
At noon it goes at a low rate. | 
The fragrance of May is ſoon over, 
Garniſhéd with beauty, you know ; 
All blooms are conſumed in October, 
Jou pretty maid milking your.cow. | 
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Of a the Airts the Win can 23 


F a' the airts the win' can plaw, 
I dearly like the weſt; 
For there the bonny laſhe lives, - 
The laſs that I lo'e belt; 
Tho! wild woods grow, an' rivers row, 
wr mony a hill between, 
Baith day and night my fancy's W 


Is ever wi' my "Jean. 


I ſer in the dewy flowers, 
8 lovely, weet, and fair; 

L hear her voice in ilka bird, 
Wi' muſic charm the air: 

There's not a bonny flower that ſprings, 
By fountain, thaw, or green, 

Nor yet a bonny bird that ſings, 
But minds me o' my Jean. 


Upo' the banks o flowing Clyde 
The laſſes buſk them braw, - 

But when their beſt they hae put on, 
My Jeany dings them a' 

In hamely weeds ſhe far HEY 
The faireſt o' the town, 

Baith ſage andgay confeſs it ſae, 
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ſprings, 


N * he cameſome Jamb, that ſucks the dam, I 


Except her love for me. 
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Mair harmleſs canna be, e 
She has nae fau't, (if ſic we cat 


The ſparkling dew, of cleareſt hue, 
Is like her ſhining een. 

In ſhape an' air, wha can compare 
wr my ſweet lovely Jean. 


O blaw, ye weſtlin win's, law faft, 2 1 
Amang the leafy trees, 9 8 
Wi' gentle breath frae muir an dals, 
; Bring hame the laden bees; 
An' bring the laſſie back to me, 
hat's ay {ae neat an' clean, 


* 


Ae' blink o her wad baniſh Sant, 


Sae charming is my Jean. 


What ſighs an' vows amang the knows, 
Ha'e paſt atween us twa; | | 

How fain to meet, how wae to part, 

That day ſhe gade awa. „ 

The powers aboon can only ken, 
Jo whom the heart is feen, 

That none can be ſo dear to me, 

A s my ſweet lovely Jean. 


$M 
"The Banks of the. Dee. 
Pas ſummer, and ſoftly the breezes we 


blowing, 

And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from the tres 
At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowin 
I fat myſelt down by tle banks of the Dee: 

Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on thou fweet river, 
Thy bank's pureſt fiream- ſhall he dear to me ever} 
For there I firſt gain'd the affection and favour 

— Of Jamie the glory and pride ch the Dee, 5 


But now he's gone from: me, and left me th 
mouraing, 
To quell-the proud rebels, for valiant is he 
And ah! there's no hope of bis ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the bark: of the Dee. 
He's gone, hapleſs youth | o'er che loud 10arin 
billows, DY | 
The kindeii and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows; 
Ard left me io ſtray*'monght theſe-once loved willow 
The lonelieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 7 


But time and my prayers may perhaps yet reſtorre hi 

Blefl peace may return my dear ſhepherd to me; 
And when he returns, with ſuch care I'll watch o'e 

him, 

He never ſhall leave the ſweet banks of the Dee. 
The Dee ſhall then flow, all its beauties diſplaying, 
The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing, 
While I with my Jamie am careleſsly Graying, 

And taſting again uy the 28 of the Doe. 
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